
TheTragedie 

Dar. A boone (my foueraigne) fcr my fcruicc done, 
Kin. . I pray thee peace, my Toole is full of lorrow. 

Dar. I will not rile vnlclTc your highnellc graunt. 

Kin . Then fpeake at once, what is it thou demaundft? 
Dar . The forfeit (foueraigne) ofmy feruants life, 
Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolke. 

Km. Hauc/a tongue to doomc my brothers death. 
And Ihall the fame giue pardon to a flaue ; 

My brother flew no man,hisfault was thought, 

And yet his punifhtnent was cruell death, 

W'hofued to me for him? who in my rage, 

Knecld at my fccte and bad me be aduifdc ? 

Who fpake of brother- hood ? who ol loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forlakc 
The mighcic warwickc,and did fight for me ? 
ff'ho told me in the field by Tcuxburie, 
rrhen Oxford had me downe>he refeued me, 

And faid,dcarc brother, hue and be a King? 

Who told me when we Both lay in the field? 

Frozen almoft todeath,how hedid lappe me, 

Eucn in his ownc garments andgauenimfelfc 
All thin and naked to the numb col i night? 

All this from my remembrance brurifli wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man ofyou 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your waighting vaflailcs 
Haue done a drunken fl,>ughtcr,and defac’d 
The precious Image of our deare Redeemer, 

You draightarc on your knees for pardon, pardon, 

And l vniuftly too, mull graunt it you 
But for my brother, not a malt would fpeake. 

Nor 1 (vngracious) (peakc vnto my f He, 

For him, poore foule : The proudclt ofyou all 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life. 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life : 

Oh God,l fearc thy iultice will take holde 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. v (Exit. 

ComeHaftings,he!pe me to myclofet,oh poore Clarence 


of Richard the third. 

Glo, This is the fruite ofrawncs : mark t you not 
How that theguiltic kiadredof the Quccne, 

Loo/^f pale when they did hearc ofClarcnce dcatfu 
0h> they did vrge it (till vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Tor ke msh Clarence children. 

Boy. Tellme good Granam,is our father dead ? 

Dut. No boy. (bread ? 

Boj. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
^ndcrie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy lonner 1 
Girle. Why do you looke on vs and (hake your head ? 

And call vs wretches , Orphanes,cafta wayes, 

7f that our noble father be aliuc/ 

Dut. My prett/c Cofens , you mifta^e me much, 

I do lament the fickncflc of the King : 

At loth to loofchim,notyour fathers death: 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that** loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vnclcis too blame for this . 

God will reuenge it, whom / will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effetft . 

Dut. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and fhallow innocents, 

Toil cannot geffc who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can: for my good/'hclc Gloceftcr 
T«Id me, the .King prouoked by the Qnccne, 

Dcuif’d impeachments to imprifon him: 

And when he told me lo he wept, 

And hugd me in his armc, and kindly £ift my checkc. 

And bad merclie on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearcly as his childe. 

Dut. Oh that deceit Ihould fteaie fuch gentle lhapes, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

«eis my fonne,yea and therein my lhame: 
from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

■o^.Thinf’eyoumy Knclc did dillcmble, Granam/ 
h>ut. I Boy. 

cannot thinkc it,harke, what noife is this ? 
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